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Take warning! he that will not sing1
WTiile yon sun prospers in the^blue,
Shall sing for want,, ere leaves are new,

Caught in the frozen palms of Spring-.

DEATH OF THE OLD YEAR
FULL knee-deep lies the winter snow,
And the winter winds are wearily sighing-:
Toll ye the church-bell sad and slow,
And tread softly and speak low,
For the old year lies a-dying.
Old year, you must not die;
You came to us so readily,
You lived with us so steadily,
Old year, you shall not die.
He lieth still: he doth not move :
He will not see the dawn of day.
He hath no other life above.
He g-ave me a friend, and a true true-love.
And the New-year will take 'em away.
Old year, you must not go ;
So long as you have been with us,
Such joy as you have seen with us,
Old year, you shall not go.
He froth'd his bumpers to the brim 1
A jollier year we shall not see.
But tho' his eyes are waxing dim,
And tho' his foes speak ill of him,
He was a friend to me.
Old year, you shall not die ;
We did so laugh and cry with you,
I Ve half a mind to die with you,
Old year, if you must die.
He was full of joke and jest,
But all his merry quips are o'er.